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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Warnings: Homophobia, depression, suicide attempt, language, but it does get sweet | promise. 


Tommy took a deep breath and made his way out the door. The street was quiet. Their neighborhood was a lot 
better than the one that they started out in next to the Whiskey. There weren't wild parties going on between 
the hours of IO pm and 3 am every day. Things were so calm and peaceful. And sometimes Tommy ached for 


the old days. 


He secured his bag onto his bike and took a deep breath. He knew his parents wouldn't miss him. Nikki would at 
first, but he'd move on eventually. Vince and Mick would have a moment of silence before they went to find a 
new drummer. That was one thing Tommy always thought about himself. He was replaceable, no matter how 
much people said he wasn't. They could find another drummer quickly. Nikki could move on and have a new 


family. 


To Tommy, he was just a placeholder for the real thing. 


He got on his bike and took off down the street, heading towards the High Desert Motel. 


Two minutes after Tommy had left, Nikki pulled into the driveway. He had had a feeling in his gut that he was 
needed at home. But traffic and stop lights had delayed him. He made his way inside. 


"Tommy?" Nikki called out as he made his way inside. The house was silent. That made Nikki feel sick to his 
stomach. Of course, Tommy might be at therapy, but something in the back of his mind told him that was not 
the case. He checked the music room, bathroom, kitchen (that one hurt a little to do) and every place else he 
could think of before he headed to their bedroom. He looked around. Nothing seemed off at first. 


Until he looked at his nightstand where he kept his gun and saw the drawer was open. Rushing over to it, he 
dug around. The extra ammo was there (Nikki had never really learned proper gun etiquette), but no pistol. 
Nikki looked around the room, eyes wide, when it landed on a piece of paper on his pillow. Shakily, Nikki reached 
out and picked it up. 


Nikki, 


Let me start off by saying that | love you, and this isn't your fault. I've tried for so long to make myself be 
the person everyone wants me to be, and | can't do it anymore. By the time you read this, I'll probably be 
gone. | checked into the Desert High Motel and | used your old name. I'm not sure which room | got. | took your 
gun with me, | hope you don't mind. There's plenty of better musicians out there who could take over the 


drums so Motley Crue doesn't have to stop partying. | heard Randy Castillo is pretty good. 
Anyway, I've got to go. | love you Nikki. l'm sorry that you wasted so much time on me. 
T-Bone 


"Nol" Nikki tossed down the paper and ran back into the living area. He wasn't sure where the Desert High 
Motel was, honestly. He grabbed the phonebook and scanned through it. Someday, he was going to break down 
and get internet installed in the house. Might make things quicker. But right now, he didn't have time for that. 


"Joshua Tree. That's two hours from here!" Nikki's hands were still shaking as he tossed the book down and 
headed back out to his Porsche. He was debating on calling the cops, but what if that just spooked Tommy 
even more. He could call Vince and have him head out there. He loved racing his car and probably knew all the 


shortcuts. But Nikki didn't. Instead, he got on the I-I0 and pointed his car towards Joshua Tree. 


RRR 


Vince might have been a racer, but Tommy was good at using his bike. What would've been a two hour trip, he 
cut down quite a bit by backroads and going ten or twenty over the speed limit. He didn't care if he ended up 
wrapped around a pole in a non stripper way. He pulled up at the office, cash in hand, ready to pay for his 


room. 


"Name?" The old lady at the desk asked. 


"Uh F-Frank Feranna," Tommy told her. She nodded and got the keys for him, took his cash, and pointed him in 
the right direction 


"You look familiar," She told him before he left. "Are you someone famous?" 


"For all the wrong reasons," Was all he told her before he got back on his bike and drove down towards his 
room. He carried his bag in and tossed it on a chair. He closed his eyes for a second before looking around the 
room. It wasn't as extravagant as the hotels they had stayed in before were. But it was going to do the trick. 
He went back to the bag and pulled out the gun, setting it on the bed while he paced and just stared at it. 


"Do | want to do this?" Tommy asked. "Do | really want to leave Nikki all alone?" 


Maybe he'll get back with Brandi. Or that Donna chick the papers thought he was seeing back when the two of 
you got together,’ The voice taunted him. | bet he likes her company better anyway: 


"Fuck!" Tommy cried out as he pulled at his hair. Why couldn't he be stronger than this? Nikki had overcome 
addiction, which was a lot harder, in Tommy's opinion. So why couldn't he deal with his demons? Why did he still 
let his dad's words cut him so deep? Why couldn't he just force himself to be happy for once? 


But, worst of all, why was he so willing to let Nikki, Vince, and Mick be unhappy with him? Why was he so 
willing to let them watch him like this? Why couldn't he just let go so they could move on? 


That's when Tommy reached for the gun. 


RRR 


‘Come on, come on," Nikki was so close to Joshua Tree. He was sure that he had broken every driving rule 
California had to offer, but he really couldn't care. His heart had steadily been beating faster since he left the 
house, and the minute things started to thin out and become more desert like, Nikki was sure you could see 


his heart beating out of his chest like those old Looney Tunes cartoons. 


Joshua Tree was right there in front of him. And it didn't take too long to find the motel. He pulled in, ready to 
go to the office to ask which room Frank Feranna, of all names he had to pick that one, was in. But that's when 
he spied an all too familiar bike, parked in front of a room on the end. Nikki parked by it and took a deep 
breath, preparing himself for what he might find there. He finally got himself out of his car and walked 
towards the room he hoped was Tommy's. His legs felt heavy as he approached the door. 


Taking another deep breath, he raised his hand and knocked. 


žk% 


Tommy was staring at the gun in his hand. He had heard of people killing themselves with guns, but he wasn't 
sure how he was supposed to position it. He was about to lift it to his head when there was a knock at the 
door. Tommy almost ignored it, thinking it was just the wrong person, because no one would be looking for him. 
But they knocked again. With a sigh, Tommy laid the gun down and went to the door. 

As it opened, the last person he expected to see was Nikki standing there. But he was. 


"N-Nikki," Tommy's eyes were wide. 


"You're surprised to see me," Nikki pushed his way into the room. "Didn't think I'd find your note until after 
you'd already been dead a few hours, didn't you?" 


"Nikki." Was all Tommy could say. Nikki's eyes fell on the gun laying on the bed before he turned to look at the 


drummer. 


"What the hell are you thinking Tommy?" Nikki asked. "Is this because some asshole with a camera thought he 


could show off our lives? You want to take your own life because of that?" 
"That's not" Tommy shook his head. "Its not the only thing." 


"Then what is it huh? Do you hate me that much that you'd rather kill yourself than be with me? Are you 


that ashamed of us?" 
"No!" Tommy yelled. Nikki had not expected that reaction. "I'm not ashamed of you or us. It's me okay!" 
"What are you talking about?" Nikki asked. "Tommy." 


"My dad has installed this idea in my head that | should be ashamed of who | am, okay?" Tommy sighed and 
sat on the edge of the bed. It took Nikki a second before he put things together. 


"That wasn't your therapist on the phone, was it?" He asked. Tommy shook his head. "It was your dad?" 


"Y-yeah." Tommy whispered. "I didn't think he'd call me. I've moved around so much since the last time | talked 


to him." 
"What did he say to you?" Nikki asked, moving to sit by Tommy. 


"R-remember how | told you guys that my dad kicked me out because | wanted to quit school to join a band?" 
Tommy asked. Nikki nodded. "Well, that wasn't entirely accurate." 


"What did he do to you?" Nikki asked, remembering the revolving door of step dads and boyfriends who liked to 


smack him around while his mother watched. 


'|.when | was just a teenager, | kissed a boy from school," Tommy told him. "I didn't think anything of it. | 
thought he was cute, he thought | was cute, he just wanted to try it out. | had known for a little while that | 
liked boys. But, what | didn’t realize was my dad.he had seen us. He didn't say anything until.until | told him and 


my mom that | wanted to quit school to spend more time working on the band with you, Vince, and Mick" 
"Tommy." Nikki whispered, reaching out to cup his face and brush some tears away. 


"His exact words to me were "is it because you're a faggot?"" Tommy told Nikki. "I was really confused until he 
told me he had seen me that night. |.we got into a fight and that's when | showed up on your doorstep with a 


couple bags." 


"You could've told me baby," Nikki told him, keeping contact because it seemed to calm Tommy some. “Back 


then though, | probably would've killed your dad No one fucked with my favorite drummer." He smirked a little. 


"| just. didn't want you guys disgusted with me." Tommy told him. Nikki frowned. "I heard the things that were 
said on the strip about guys like me. It was bad enough wearing the makeup and getting called names. Could 
you imagine what it would be like if people found out? Being gay, or bisexual, or whatever the fuck | am, it 
wasn't exactly a cool and trendy thing. It was mainly stripped down to stereotypical, feminine men and butch 


women, waving rainbows and living in San Francisco. That's not me." 


Nikki pulled Tommy to him. Tommy's head rested in the curve of his neck and he just let himself melt into 
Nikki's side. Nikki held him close. He had been so scared that he was going to walk into the room and find that 
he had really lost Tommy this time. 


"Baby, you know | love you. | always love you. No matter what you do. You could braid your hair into cornrows 


and sing rap and l'd still love you." Nikki rubbed his back. 
"Then why can't my parents?" Tommy asked softly into his neck. "Why can't my dad love me for who | am?" 


| wish | had an answer for you sweetie," Nikki held him close. "But | don't exactly have a good relationship with 
either of my parents. And | know that you were really close to yours growing up. | wish | could tell you 
everything will be okay, that they'll see their mistakes and realize that you're happy, but | can tell you that | 


love you, and I'm here for you no matter what happens." 

"You deserve a better fianc, than me," Tommy whispered. "You're too good for me." 

"We both have been dealt shitty hands in life. | think this is the universe's way of saying sorry. It brought us 
together." Nikki tilted Tommy's head up and placed a gentle kiss on his lips. When they pulled apart, Nikki 


offered Tommy a comforting smile. "Do you want to go home?" 


"Yeah," Tommy nodded, not really wanting to move away from Nikki but he had rode his bike here, and he 
didn't really want to leave it. 


"We'll go home and have that date | talked about earlier," Nikki told him. "Just you and me. No one else." 
"That sounds perfect," Tommy nodded. "| have a lot of making up to do." 


"No," Nikki took his hand and pulled Tommy to his feet. "I'm here to catch you when you fall. Don't ever forget 
that." He kissed Tommy again before they got Tommy's stuff and left the motel room behind. 


